The Tr^igedie cf Hamlet 

O what a wounded name , t . j a 

Tlungs ftandingthus vnknowne, flialll Icauc'behindme f 
If thou did’ft euer hold me in thy hart, 
Abfenttheefrom-felicityawhUe, y ' 

And m this harfli world drawe thy breath iiJfame ^ Un>4ya>4 

To tell my ftor)' : what warlike noife is this f ^ • fmt if. 

EtHerOfricki t* j j 

Ofr. Young F^r/cwir-r/ewithconqueftcometfom Poland, 

To ih’emballadors of E»^/rfff<^5iues this warlike volly. 

Him. Oldie HoiMio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my fpirit, 

1 cannot liue to heare the newes from 

B.ut I doeprophecieth’elleftionlights 

On he has my dying voyce, 

S 0 tell him, with th’oecurrants more and Ull e 

Which hauefolicited, the reftisfilence. . 

H>r4. N ow cracks a noble hart, good night fvfeetci rince. 

And flights ofAngek fmgthce to thy reft. i 

Why dooes the drum come hether ^ . 

T,u Where is this fight f _ lA r 

What is it you wrqqld fee f - 

Ifought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fcarch. 

For. This quarry cricsonhauockjo proud death _ ^ 

VVhatfeaftistowardinthinecternallcell, ' - 

That thou fomanyPrlnees at aftibt ■ 

Sobloudilyhaflftrookf y';. 

The fight is difmalh , 

And our affaires from Ewg/W come too late, ^ . ; 

The cares are fencelefte that fliould |iue vs hearing, ^ 

. To tell him his commandmentis fulSld, 

That and arc dead, 

Where ftiould we haue our thankes^ 

Hwrf. Notfrora his mouth 
Haditth’abilityofhfetothankcyouy - 

He neuer <^auc command ement for their death } ■ 

But finceloiumpvpom this bloody queftibn ; 



